Every poet is a kind spy on men and matters
And he is not altogether bound by his time and place
He shows not wrath but indignation which alone makes
the verse
Yet he is never devoid of tenderness and grace.
He who is gifted with the powers of "Clair Voyance"
and clairaudience
Can alone create in you a strange dream of life
consciousness
He is the original sovereign and the rest are false coins
The test is, you sink to nothingness in the universal
oneness.
1 Charudatta is lost in wonder for the nicety of the
cavity
Quite unmindful of what a precious thing he could
have !ost-is the aesthete
And 2 Sarvilaka who carves it with such dexterity
Though it might be for grand larceny-is the true artist,
The Jackal that begs his own way leads us nowhere
It's a standing joke if he howls here and roars there
The lion never stoops to foul and squalid carcass
He enjoys his share brought to his lordly address-
Why thousand poets attempt the same old wornout story
Why millions enjoy it in every century
All poetry is subjective,  bears tne poet's stamp
And the thing is illuminated by his inner {amp.
1.    Hero of Mrichchakatika  by  Sudraka,     king  and   Sanskrit
dramatist,
2,    Thief in             do
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